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Preamble 


The gods care for humanity in ways we can barely understand. 
Sometimes one or all of them will grant a human who has pleased them 
a special boon. Such became the case with Simon Ardley. 

Doctor Simon Ardley labored his whole life to find a cure for 
cancer and finally did so. He was much honored for this work. Worldwide 
celebrity, Nobel Prize, hospitals, colleges and elementary schools named 
in his honor. The city of Portland, Oregon, his home town, changed its 
name to Ardley! In spite of this Simon Ardley had nursed a secret 
disappointment his whole life. As a boy he had earnestly hoped to grow up 
to be a fireman, but his father, also a doctor, pushed him into medicine. For 
the world, this turned out to be a very good thing, but the disappointment 
was still there even after all of the satisfaction, fame and honors.The day 
came where he lay dying, not from cancer of course. He lay in a hospital 
bed during his last hours when he sensed a presence. He was drugged 
against pain, but conscious after a fashion and he knew it when something 


or someone had touched him. 
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when he lay dying 
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Suddenly his mind was clear he was standing in a room and across 
the room from him stood Hermes, messenger of the gods. Let it be 
understood that Simon Ardley still lay in that bed, but Hermes had chosen 
to communicate directly to his mind. 


He looked at Ardley with eyes that were so deep that all of the world 
could be swallowed up by them. “Hello Doctor Ardley. I bring a message 
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from Olympus 


He looked at Ardley with eyes that 
were so deep that all of the world 
could be swallowed up by them. 


Simon was perplexed. “Olympus! Nonsense! I’m a Christian.” 


Hermes creased the corners of his mouth ever so slightly. 
“Humans may believe what they wish, Doctor Ardley, but as a man of 
science, you of all people must be well aware that no matter what beliefs 
we adopt, reality is what it is! Is it your Christian God who stands before 
you or an Olympian?” 


Simon was silent for a moment. “You said something about a 
message?” 


“Indeed I did. The gods have taken note of your good works. You are 
the greatest man of your generation! 


Ardley was used to hearing things like that said of him and by reflex 
responded with false modesty. “Oh surely I’m not....” 


The god cut him off. “None of that doctor Ardley! The gods never judge 
falsely!” He paused a beat. “I come bearing a gift. Your contribution has 
been so great that the gods have granted you a wish.” 


“A wish!” He paused. “I can wish for anything?” 


‘We control the universe. Our 
powers are limitless.” 


“T wish my life had turned out 
differently!” 


Hermes held up his hand. “I’m 
sorry. There are rules. One of them | 
is that you cannot change the past. 
Not even a little bit. The die has 
been cast on all that has gone 
before. We do this in every 
generation. Typically the honoree 
chooses to rise from his deathbed y 
healthy or for wealth for his family. § 
Some have wished for world peace 
but that’s against the rules also. 
Ares won’t allow it. You also 
cannot wish yourself more wishes.” fe 


“Can’t wish them for myself. Hmm.” 
Hermes arched his brow. “What are you thinking, human?” 


“Well I can’t go back and relive my life and even if I get up from this bed 
healthy, I wouldn’t be able to go and live that life. Alright then, perhaps I can 
give that gift to others.” He closed his eyes and made his wish. “I wish that 
every seven year old in the country will grow up to be whatever they want to 
be at this special precious moment of their lives!” 


The god looked taken 
aback, but he nodded and 
vanished. 


Simon Ardley passed 
away peacefully later that 
night and entered the 
Elysian Fields with great 
honors. 


Twenty 
years later... 


The view of the street from the rooftops always made me feel right. I 
belong here in the night watching over the city. This is the life of Bolo. 

This night I spied a drug deal going down, just a bag being passed for cash, 
small potatoes, but there was nothing more important going on. I leapt 
from the roof swinging on one of my lines and landed on my feet silently 
beside them. “Hand it over.” I said. 

The dealer’s head snapped around as did that of his customer. The 
customer bolted but I tossed a bolo line and brought him down with his legs 
trussed. The dealer pulled a knife, but obviously didn’t know how to use it. 
I knocked it out of his hand and tied him up as well. I dropped them off at 
the police station with their little bag of powder. While I was there a blue and 


red costumed man flew down and landed on the sidewalk holding a terrified 
looking guy in a hockey jersey. “Lightning Man! What have we got here?” 


“Mugger.” a He said. “His victim is on the way to 
make a report. ay ae we What about you?” 

“Drug deal See wT have the seller, the 
buyer and , the product! 


Well, nice # running 


into you, pI should be 
going.” 

“Sure. See = you later 
Bolo!” 


m line and 
mthe roof tops. 


I tossed a bolo 
ascended back to 
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Every so often I 2, 
how the world sudden ¥aiaiee 
few years back when] “i 
thought I was destined 
for an ordinary life. 

Since the masked heroes 
started appearing throughout the 
country about seven years ago, we have 
actually made a big difference in urban crime! 
Bolo was all I ever wanted to be. I feel like this is the : 
life I am meant to have. My skin doesn’t deflect bullets like Pehining Man and 
my girlfriend worries about me some, but I have never been hurt real bad. Her 
name is Stella and she is a ballerina. It’s a good time for her because ballet has 
just exploded in popularity these last few years. There are dance companies just 
about everywhere. New York City alone has two hundred of them. 


: jf ~ ‘People like me have 
/ actually become important 


Nii because American i 
| & society is just getting tk 
at stranger ae 


“© odd threats to the public order. 
Luckily, as well as the masked 
heroes, there is no shortage of police officer 
but they are not as well equipped to handle the ~, 
strange as a super hero. P. 


Piri Becoming Bolo was weird enough. As a child I was thin and weak. = ‘ 
iL @ 2 I didn’t excel at sports. I spent most of my time reading comic books. “#5 
i; -» When I was a little kid, I dreamed of growing up to be a super hero! 
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As I grew older I set my sights on more prosaic goals. I entered 
college in engineering with my eye on a future in systems 
administration or information technology, but starting on my jes 
twenty-first birthday changes started happening. In a matter | 
of a few short months I put on a huge amount of muscle, 
I found that my stamina had increased and that I had _. | 
heretofore undiscovered prodigious acrobatic and &™ 
fighting skills. My doctor was impressed v 
but said that there was nothing 
wrong with me. I found that my interests were 
changing. I switched majors to criminal 
justice and also took up a heavier science 
program. It wasn’t just me who was changing. 
! My entire class seemed to have 
Ve switched gears. Many of them 
nets) i ie fa: just plain dropped out. 


ar ere ‘or switched to other ie 

: if schools. That was when Stella just °, - + 

dropped accounting and changed majors ' 

to performing arts and dance. She got 
really good really fast. 


My best friend, Ronald, who had been . 
working toward a law degree suddenly 
went into the Air Force and within a year 
was in astronaut training! Eddie, another 
close friend switched from biochemistry to 
political science. I asked him why and 
he said with absolute assurance that he was 
going to be president some day. 

I understood that assurance. Everyone around me thought that 
I was heading toward being a really great cop, a detective 
probably, but deep inside the truth was emerging, a persistent 
internal voice that said “You are Bolo!” At first I thouggt, 
the notion was completely insane. There is i 
no room in the world for a real masked 
Ai vigilante! Almost without volition, I started 
i to assemble the elements of the costume, 
; fashioned folding grappling hooks and 
lines, became a bolo expert and 
ultimately started having various 
types of bolos and other 
implements made. I told myself J 
it was just for fun, but when the Be 
costume was finished and I pu 
_ it on for the first time, I knew i 
p=, that.this was right; : 5 a 
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that this was who I really am! It was that same week that Mighty Man first 
appeared, the first of several super powered 
heroes. I don’t have actual super abilities like 
some other guys, but I’m still faster and 
stronger than most people. Someone beat me 
to the punch of being the * first super hero 
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I was the second. 
That first month 
there were forty super 


heroes. By the next month there 
were one hundred and twenty! 
When I collared my first evil-doer, a 


mugger it was a tremendous rush! This is 
what I was meant to 
do. 

Somewhere in there I was invited to my twin 
sister Debbie’s coronation as Princess of Ossining. 
It’s the town where we were born. She suddenly dropped 
her psychology studies and went back there to declare that she was the 
“natural sovereign” of the town. Instead of having her put in an institution, 
they agreed! Apparently she just radiated princessness. Somehow she also 
got five times better looking. Not just healthier, her features became more 
symmetrical, her hair glossier, her figure changed for the better. Not just a 
princess, a beautiful princess. She doesn’t have any real political power, but 
she wears beautiful dresses and a crown everywhere she goes in her carriage 


drawn by white horses and everyone addresses her as “Your Highness”. 


When we were seven, being a princess was all she would talk about. It 
was at the coronation, which I attended with my Bolo suit on under my 
clothes when it struck me that at the same age all I could think about was 
being a super hero! Both my sister and I grew up to be exactly what we 
wanted to be when we were seven. | and many other people were starting to 
realize that everybody who was seven at the same time I was grew up to be 
what they wanted then. A year either side of us have perfectly normal lives, 
but the group that is my age are special. Upon achieving adulthood the 
ambition of our inner child took over! Something unprecedented had 
happened to us. No one has ever figured out what it was. 


By the time I was twenty-five, the whole world had noticed. Almost no 
one of my age worked in a factory or digging ditches, installing cable 
television, serving fast food or exterminating rodents. A hell of a lot of us 
were cowboys though, in spite of the fact that beef consumption was on the 
decline. There was no shortage of fire fighters or detectives my age. For a 
while there was huge competition for attention between motorcycle 
daredevils. That didn’t last more than a few years as the majority got \ 
themselves killed early on. The ones left were capable of truly improbable 
stunts. The news outlets were calling us the Gifted Cohort or more often just 
The Cohort. People not in the news profession were more apt to think of us 
as weirdoes or even perverts. Our 


group existed outside of the laws of probability, in my case outside the 
borders of rationality. 


It surprised some commentators that none of us were porn stars. We might 
have all been if it was ambition of our fourteen-year-old selves had been 
satisfied, but our professions had been determined by pre-pubescent 
imaginations. Early on sociologists figured out that we were all what we 
wanted to be when we were seven. Even so, there are a few super-pimps. Few 
of the males became entertainers, but there are a lot of singers, actresses and 
models among the females. 

Primary grade teachers are | 
well represented. There are \ 
also very many incredibly 
skilled nurturing mothers/ 
homemakers. Even in our | 
times, so many wanted to 
grow up to be “mommies”. 
There will be another 
population anomaly of 
healthy and well adjusted 
people raised by these 
women to follow ours. Of 
course, almost every locale 
has a resident princess. There 
are many doctors, but many 
fewer lawyers. Explorers 
and scientists are common, 
priests less so. There are an 
overwhelming number of 
males in professional sports. 

Equally as baffling as 
thoseof us who gained super : 
human abilities are those oe 
who spontaneously changed Do 


their physical sex upon their majority. Not just the stuff you can see on the 
outside, the chromosomes and everything. The medical world was stunned, 
but completely unable to account for the transformations. Not one of them 
was dissatisfied by the unprecedented turn of events. 
= Many of us have fought our 

tendency. Like most people, 
our interests change as we 
mature. The seven-year-old 
who wanted to become a 
football star in all likelihood 
set his sights on law or 
ey business as a young man only 

| to find upon his twenty-first 
birthday every fiber of his 
being drawing him to and 
shaping him for the NFL! 

We are controlled by destiny 
much more so than other people. 


Some of the time I must live my life uncostumed with a different job in a 
different identity using the name I was born with, but that name is now just a 
disguise. It is not that person who dresses up as Bolo, but the other way around. 


At the monthly guild meeting I was 
seated next to Thudd which some people 
might find intimidating, but he and I 
were friends. He was actually quite 
personable for a nine foot monster that 
could throw a car a half mile. A chair 
couldn’t support his weight, he is not 
only large but also dense weighing just 

short of two tons, so the guild had a 
large cube of granite cut to be his seat at 
meetings and social events. He was an 
ebony-skinned mass of corded muscle 
whose face generally seemed to wear an 
angry scowl in spite of his actual even 
temperament. Unlike most of the other 
super-heroes, he wore no costume, only cut-off shorts apparently made from 
jeans for a very fat man that looked like a Speedo on him. 


“How ya been, man?” I asked as I sat down. 


“Thudd is content. Thudd spent much of weekend cleaning out pigeon 
nests.” Thudd always speaks of himself in the third person and hardly ever 
uses articles. No one, including himself knows why. He was cleaning out 
pigeon nests because he lives at the top of the Chrysler Building. The space 
was given for his use by Cooper Union in recognition of the fact that he 
provides security to the neighborhood. He had been there less than a year and 
had yet to completely seal the space against the elements. As Thudd was more 
or less impervious to heat or cold, he didn’t see it as a priority. “You do 
anything on weekend?” 


“Stella and I went up to Debbie’s place and enjoyed a day of royal 
treatment. Our parents were there. It was fun. You really ought to come some 
time! Stella had a performance on Sunday so IJ spent the day working out with 


my bolos. I’ve got a new one that can cast a line all the way across Fifth 
Avenue!” 

“Thudd would not fit in. Thudd not like you. Thudd has no secret 
identity. Thudd is always Thudd.” 

I have never learned what Thudd’s name was growing up or what plans 
he had had for his life. Anything he has ever said about his past has been 


I was seated next to Thudd 
which some people might find 
intimidating, but he and I were 
friends. He was actually quite 
personable for a nine foot 
monster that could throw | 
acar a half mile. 


during the less than ten years he has lived as Thudd since the amazing 
transformation that occurred on his twenty-first birthday. “Hey Thudd, we’re 
friends! Super heroes are allowed to have friends. That’s it. You’re coming 
the next time we go visit. Debbie would love to meet you. Her Highness 
enjoys having friends who are special!” 

At that point, the meeting was called to order by guild president, The 
Crimson Cloud. A tall, raven-haired woman with a knock-out figure that was 
displayed with very little left to the imagination in a skin hugging body suit 


so snug that many suspected was actually painted on. She had only fought 
crime for six months before she became guild president. She did possess 
the amazing ability to pass through solid objects like a ghost, but her 
fighting techniques were limited and, though superbly athletic, her strength 
was strictly within normal bounds. 
a skin hugging body suit so Before becoming The Crimson 
pee ec mie . Cloud she had been working toward 
FF. a career in business and found that 
managing the guild suited her. Her 
appearance also made her a 
memorable figurehead. “This 
meeting of the Guild of 
Extraordinary Guardians of Greater 
New York is now called to order. 
Before we begin, I would like to 
introduce two new members.” She 
pointed to a short, muscular blond 
woman in blue tights with a large 
“M” on her chest, who rose from her 
chair smiling and waved to those 
assembled. “This is Mighty Mary 
who just moved here from St. Louis: 
She then pointed to a thin man who 
sat in the second row who wore an 
ordinary suit with a black cape and 
a mask that covered his face entirely 
including his eyes. He floated out of 


his chair still in sitting mes fem and nodded to the rest of the guild. “And 
this is Professor Mystery. I hope you will all introduce yourselves and make 
them both feel at home.” 

“T just want to remind everybody again that there is no smoking in the 
building!” The previous month, Enigmatico had lit up a Chesterfield in the 
men’s room setting off a smoke alarm. 


Thirty firemen had shown up disrupting the meeting for three quarters of 
an hour! He ended up being fined by both the city and the guild. His 
ability to “perplex the mind” had helped him not one bit. 


“All right, I think that’s it for announcements. I wanted to tell everyone 
to be on alert. There have been strange happenings in Brooklyn. Improbable 
things have been going on. Several big hits on lottery tickets in a short time, 
remissions from terminal diseases, etcetera. We have been watching the 
area and had been not worrying too much until two local girls showed up at 
their proms in fancy horse drawn carriages. These events have been mostly 
restricted to Flatbush or people who recently resided there. Nothing that 
could be called a ‘crime’ has been committed related to these incidents, but 
we need to investigate and discover the source before one is.” 


There were three superheroes local to Flatbush. The Screech, a woman 
that wore a bird costume, could fly and had a voice that could shatter 
glass, Big Brother, a burly strong man who concerned himself mostly with 
child molesters and Battling Sampson (often referred to as the Kosher 
Knight by his fans) who was currently hospitalized with multiple broken 
bones. Neither Screech nor Big Brother had heard much of this but both 
welcomed outside help in the matter. Since Manhattan had more than its 
share of supers, I volunteered knowing that the city would be covered 
without me for a little while. 


The rooftops of Flatbush were different from the high towers of 
Manhattan. I had to shorten up my lines to stay clear of the cars when I 
swung from them. There were a couple of people I wanted to make 
contact with and I decided that a personal visit rather than a phone call 
was the way to go. 


Before I got too far into my survey of the town I spotted something 
below me, a gleaming golden car and it wasn’t just a paintjob. I 
unhitched my line and dropped down in front of it. It came to a 
screeching halt. It was a Cadillac Eldorado apparently made of solid gold. 
The passenger side door burst open and a skinny teen-aged boy emerged. 
He was wearing a purple suit, had several thick gold chains hanging from 
his neck and he was wearing a gold crown. That’s right, a crown. “Who 

the fuck are you?” He demanded. 
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“T’m Bolo, I’m from Manhattan. Who are you?” 


“Who am I? I’m the Duke of Flatbush, motherfucker! That’s 
whose car you just stopped for no reason.” 


The kid couldn’t have been older than sixteen. He wasn’t Cohort. 
He had gotten his wish some other way. I took a step closer to the car. 


There were two dolled up women in the back seat, both at least ten years 
older than the kid. The driver’s face was in shadow, but I could see that 
he was a uniformed chauffeur. “Nice car!” I said. “How did you get it?” 


“What? You think I jacked it somewhere? This is my car, motherfucker! 
I don’t think I’m going to let you waste any more of my time.” He 
turned back to the car and said, “Hey Johnson, get this bitch out of my 
way!” 


The driver side door opened and the driver stepped out, all seven feet 
of him, a gold robot chauffeur/bodyguard. I took a few steps backward 
toward the curb and the robot took a swing at me. I ducked and his fist 
went straight through a light pole behind me. 


© The driver side door opened and the | 
r s driver stepped out, all seven se of him 


NaS ite 


I’m strong, real strong. I have to be in order to swing from my lines, 
but I’m not super strong and certainly not indestructible. If even one 
punch from that robot connected, it would kill me, it was that simple. I 
tossed up a bolo line and swung off as fast as I could. I heard the kid 
behind me as I headed off into the night. “That’s right! You better run, 
punk! Nobody fucks with the Duke!” 


I needed to get my bearings. I went to find my first contact. 


Princess Wanda of Flatbush lived in a bedazzled pink two story house 
on East Seventeenth Street. “Some masked man showing up at my door in 
the middle of the night! Don’t you believe in the telephone?” 


“T beg your pardon, Your Highness, this was a matter of some urgency 
and your number is unlisted.” 


She bore a striking resemblance to 
Beyoncé in her prime 


She bore a striking 
resemblance to Beyoncé in 
her prime, exactly my age of 
course. Her nightgown and 
robe were magnificently 
embroidered with peacocks 
and playful cherubs. “You 
know a princess needs to get 
her beauty sleep.” She 
muttered grumpily. 


Thanks to my sister 
Debbie, I knew how to talk to 
a princess. “Any more, Your Highness and your beauty might be so dazzling 
as to leave me speechless!” 


She looked at me with amused impatience. “But I’m not that lucky because 
you’re still talkin’. I think you had better tell me why you are here.” 


“Do you know the Duke of Flatbush?” 
I could tell that I had her interest. “I’d better wake up my handmaiden and 


have her make some coffee.” She pointed to a door. “The throne room is over 
there. I'll get dressed and meet you there in five minutes.” 


The “throne room” was actually a living room, but a richly decorated 
one. It looked like it was Christmas in the middle of summer. The 
Princess’s throne was a plush armchair on a dais in one corner, but she 
didn’t sit on it, but rather across from me on the couch. We both sipped 


antfer out of Wedeawnod cups. a. the center of the ostias table was a 
dish of ornately frosted petit fours that sat untouched. “The Duke just 
showed up out of nowhere three weeks ago. I have only met him once 
when he came to pay his respects, if you want to call it that. He kept on 
calling me ‘Wanda’. No ‘Your Highness’, nuh-uh, that kid is too good to 
show a little respect. I wanted to say ‘off with his head!’ just to see what 
he would do, but I’m not mean like that. He and the two floozies he 
brought with him ate up half the food in the house before they would 
leave. I wouldn’t mind having something like that bodyguard of his 
though.” 


“Anything else going on that seems a bit off?” 


“Well, another princess moved into the neighborhood from Westchester, 


but she hasn’t made any claims on my throne. She’s been keeping her 
distance. She turned down my dinner invitation. I still haven’t met her 
face to face. She was Melissa, Princess of White Plains. I don’t know 
anything about her plans. Also a lot of folks seem to have struck it rich 
lately, exactly how is between them and the tax-man I suppose, but let’s 
face it, Flatbush is not where you generally find Bill Gates and his kind. 
And, there are a few guys like you, but younger.” 


“That seems unlikely.” 


“You do not have to tell me! It’s weird! You keep poking around 
and you’ll probably run into ‘em.” 


I thanked Princess Wanda and was on my way. 


My next stop was at the laboratory of Doctor Scientist on Beverly 
Road. The place was converted from what used to be several 
storefronts. I had actually been here before. Doctor Scientist had made 
a number of my trick bolos for me, at quite reasonable prices I might 
add. I knew him from college back when he was Ari Shapiro. The title 
“doctor” is purely honorary, he dropped out of school when he realized 
they couldn’t teach him anything. He is one of the handful of people 
who knows my secret identity. He figured out who I was the first time 
he met me in costume. He’s smart like that and then some. I was not the 
least bit surprised to find him awake and hard at work at two in the 
morning. The rumor is that he only sleeps an hour a day. 


A loading dock door was open so I just went in and called out 
“Doctor Scientist!” The place was jam packed with stuff, but still neat. 
Huge and cryptic machines, forklifts, yards of shelves full of equipment 
and supplies, machine shop tools everywhere, etc. 


A voice answered from above. “Hello! Hey look who it is. My old 
friend Bolo! What are you doing in Brooklyn?” He was above me 
standing in the air. He was using a tool of some sort on a huge gorilla- 

shaped robot. The robot didn’t even faze me. He was standing on air! 
He turned and descended to the floor as if he were in an elevator. 


He was above me standing in the air. 
He was using a tool of some sort on 
a huge gorilla-shaped robot. 
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“When did you learn to fly?” 
He pointed to his shoes which I now noticed were covered with Jack 
Kirby style printed circuitry. “Anti-gravity shoes!” 


“Holy jeeze!” I breathed. “That’s going to make you a zillion bucks!” 


“Maybe someday. They are far from trouble free and would be 
expensive to manufacture. Pretty cool though, right?” 


at first that | 
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punching through a brick wall. The thing is almost pure solid gold! I 
figure it’s worth at least fifty million dollars, but it breaks and bends 
pretty easily. Gold is a poor choice of metals to make precision 
mechanical parts from. He wasn’t talking about how he got the car and 
the robot or that damned silly crown. He was pretty defensive about it. 
He just said it was his and he didn’t steal it.” 


Gold is a poor choice of metals to make 
precision mechanical parts from. 
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“Have you met any of the others?” 


“Yes. They’re all pretty secretive. This whole business worries me 
quite a bit. I have no idea what happens when the laws of probability 
are really interfered with, but I'll bet it isn’t good. Maybe the whole 
universe could unravel. Whatever it is that is going on, it really needs 
to stop.” 

I wasn’t learning much I hadn’t already heard. I told him that I was 
interested anytime the anti gravity shoes became available and bid the 
good doctor farewell. 


Sunrise was about a half hour away and I needed sleep. I switched to 
street clothes behind a dumpster and took the subway back home. 


The next night I was swinging above the streets of Flatbush when I 
was dazzled by something impossibly bright. I lost my grip on the bolo 
line, but fell only about ten feet onto a tar paper roof. The brightness 
subsided somewhat and I saw a person standing nearby on the roof with 
crackling electricity crawling all over his body. It was a kid with short 
spiky brown hair, a boy no more than ten years old. He wore an electric 
blue leotard with a stylized white lightning bolt on his chest with a red 
letter “T” on it. 


I stared at the kid 
get to my feet. He 
a huge spark 
and knocked me 
rattled me good! 
are you?” I wheezed. 


as I slowly tried to 

held up a hand and 

jumped out at me 
back over. It 
“Who the heck 


“You can call me Taser Lad.” He sounded 
like he was trying to make his voice lower than 
it really was. “What are you snooping around here for?” 


“T’m Bolo. Please don’t shoot lightning at me again. I’m a good guy. 
I’m just doing some research.” 


“T’ve heard of you. Don’t you work Manhattan?” 


“Yeah.”, I said as I finally got to my feet. “My guild asked me to check 
out what’s going on in Flatbush.” 


“Why? What’s going on?” 


“You, among other things. How did you get to be the way you are?” 


He looked at me blankly for a couple of seconds and then said, 
“T was exposed to gamma rays.” 


I tried hard not to sigh or roll my eyes. “C’mon kid, what really 
happened? Ya know what happens when people are exposed to 


gamma rays? They get cancer, that’s what.” 


“Tt’s a secret. I can’t tell you. It would be like me asking you to 


take your mask off.” 

“Ya want me to take my 
mask off? I'll take my mask 
off!” I took my mask off. 
“See?” 

“Now I S know your secret 
identity!” 

“No you don’t. You don’t 


of a clue who 

did a second ago. 
guy you never heard 
of. Were you expecting a celebrity? 
I’m Bolo. That’s what I do. I’ve 
done it since I turned twenty-one, just like the rest of the Cohort. Now 
you, I think up until a little while ago you were just going to school and 
playing soccer or whatever and hanging out with your pals and then 
something happened to make you into Taser Lad and it wasn’t gamma 
rays and it wasn’t what made me what I am.” 


I am than you We 
I’m just some 


“T can’t tell you!” He said with his voice sounding more normally 
kid-like. He dropped into a sort of martial arts kind of stance and I 
made ready to jump off the roof in case he decided to shoot lightning at 


me again, but he just leapt into Ay vat 
the air and flew off surrounded “#8 ¥ 
by crackling sparks. 


“Shit.” I muttered as I pulled a 
my mask back over my head. . 


Doctor Scientist poured me a 
second cup of coffee. “Taser Lad, eh? 
I’ve heard of him. Never met him.” 


“He’s just some kid playing 
games, but he’s pretty powerful. 
He can fly. Shoots lightning bolts 
out of his hands. It seemed like 
stuff that you could make.” 


“Bolo! You must not think much 
of me if you believe I would give 
equipment like that to a young boy! 
From what I hear, he has genuine 


super powers.” \ 
“How could that happen? He | 


handed me a line of bull about 
gamma rays, but there was | 
obviously some big secret. Who | 
else is there besides him and the 4 —=_ 


Duke?” j * 


“You can look up Morris Edelman. He won top prize in the New 


York, Connecticut and the Multi-State Hyper Bux lotteries on one week! 


He had his name legally changed to ‘Billionaire Morris Edelman’! 


The papers started calling him ‘Billy’.” I had heard of Billy Edelman. 
He made Donald Trump look restrained and tasteful by comparison. 


“He’s from Flatbush?” 


“He used to live only a block from here. Now he has an apartment 
on Fifth Avenue while his tower is being built.” 


The Bright Lights 


It was nice to be back in my element among the high towers of 
Manhattan. I had checked out Edelman’s tower which would be the 
third tallest building in the world when completed. The plan was for it 


to have a blazing sign at the summit that said simply EDELMAN in 
ten-foot letters. Nothing but class. 


Edelman had the entire top floor of 907 Fifth Avenue. I alit on a 
deck next to a sliding glass door. Edelman was sipping brandy from a 
huge snifter. A woman in an evening gown was playing a gold trimmed 
grand piano. I tapped on the glass. Edelman looked up startled. The 
woman stopped playing and turned to look. I recognized her as Angelica 
Beaton, the ABS news anchor. Edelman put down his glass and signaled 


signaled to a girl in a maid’s uniform. She opened the door and said in 
a timid voice, “Yes?” 


“I’m Bolo. May I have a word with Mister Edelman?” 


Edelman got up and came to the door and elbowed 
the maid aside. “Bolo! The famous doer of good deeds! 
Come in sir!” He gripped my hand in his. He had a thick | 
gold ring on every finger. “What brings you to my 
humble abode tonight?” 


Everything in the place was just a little bit over the 
top. Lots of gold leaf on the porcelain lamps, a glittering 
crystal chandelier that was just a touch too big for the 
room. Over the huge fireplace hung a large oil painting 
of a Rubenesque nude with butterfly wings in an ornate 
gilded frame. The painting was skillfully executed but on 
the tasteless side. 


The woman rose from the piano and approached me 
extending her hand. “Mister Bolo! I never had a chance 
to thank you personally for your help in the incident last 
spring. Thank you so much!” Some terrorists had taken 
hostages at the ABS broadcast center. Thudd, Boomerang 
Girl and I had dealt with the situation and mostly through 
very good luck, no one had been hurt. I was kind of proud , 
of that one. They’re making a movie about it. ’m played / 
by Nicholas Cage. 


“You are quite welcome Ms. Beaton. I felt like I was 
simply doing my job.” She was showing a lot of cleavage. 
I studiously held my gaze on her eyes. 


ee “T would love to interview you on The 
iedualhumhuuntes Evening Show! Please call my assistant, 


executed but on the tasteless} 


Paula, and she’Il arrange it.” 


Edelman stepped between us. “Angie, 
please! He hasn’t even said why he is here 


>? 


“Thank you Mister Edelman. I just need 
to ask you a few questions.” 


“Sure.” He looked over at Angelica. 
“Excuse us for a minute.” 


~ thought we were going out to dinner!” 


“We'll go, we’ll go! Just give me a few minutes. Go powder your nose 
or something.” 


Angelica and the maid left them alone. 


“Now what can I do for you mister super-hero?” 


I put on my most winning smile. “You sold shoes, didn’t you, Mister 
Edelman? That’s what you did up until six months ago.” 


“Right you are! Taking home three-sixty a week! Oy! Try making ends 
meet on that!” 


“But you had a lucky day!” 
He nodded. “I have been very blessed.” 


“The chances against you winning all those games at once are beyond 


'? 


astronomical 


He sighed and looked at me with tired patience. “They proved 
several times over that nobody could cheat the lottery, not the world’s 
greatest gambler let alone some nobody of a shoe salesman.” 


“I’m not calling you a cheat, Mister Edelman. Your win seems to be 
part of a disturbance in the laws of probability that centers on Flatbush 
I was wondering if anything strange happened to you around the time 


you won.” 


“That whole week is a blur! My life changed completely overnight! I 
don’t remember anything strange at all except winning like that.” 


“T’m just trying to figure something out is all.” 


I was stumped. I was a battler, a swashbuckler. I’m great with martial 
arts, but I’m no master detective. I wasn’t sure where to go from here. 


Edelman walked me back out to the deck, but I stopped a second to 


I studiously held my gaze on 
her eyes. 


“admire” the painting over the mantle. “You like that?” Edelman 
asked. “I had that commissioned from one of your first class 
Greenwich Village artists!” There was a brass title plate that said 
Lissa F G. 


“Someone special?” I asked. 


“Someone very special.” 


It was an absurd, cartoonish, = 
ostentatious and, frankly, 
gross display. 


Edelman looked me in the eye. “I really admire young men like 
you, looking out for the whole world!” He pulled out a wad of cash 
from his breast pocket and peeled off two one-hundred dollar bills. 
He stuck one into the fire and lit a big cigar with it. He handed me 
the other. “A little something in appreciation for all you do.” It was 
an absurd, cartoonish, ostentatious and, frankly, gross display. I 
hadn’t gone to work at my day job for a few days, I took the money. 
So sue me. 


I hadn’t shown up at my daytime job for days. As you might 


imagine, I call in sick a lot. I work loading trucks at the port. It’s 

easy work for me. I’m a big strong guy and it doesn’t take a lot of my 
mental energy. Also, I don’t faa get asked a lot of questions about 
the days I’m out. My boss and co-workers just assume 
I’m an irresponsible party, boy. Nonetheless I have to 
make a living. I’m 4 invisible here. The main 
protection have from @ ~ being recognized as Bolo is 
that all my records say » I’m a year younger than I 
really am. I have > Johnny Benjamin, one 
of my classmates from Ardley High 
who wanted to grow up to be a lawyer 
just like his dad to thank for that. His 
dad was a little on F the shady side and so 
was Johnny and he ' was able to fix my birth 
certificate and social security no problem. 


\ me there was a woman 
went outside to see and 

we woman. She was dressed 

2 hippie/gypsy kind of style 


The manager told\ J 
looking forme.I 
found a very pretty 
in sort of a 


only everything looked expensive. She 
was obviously : Be? Cohort. When little girls 
wish to be se i Fg something when they 


grow up, a dancer, oe 5.8% =e) 2 model, a mommy, it’s 
always a beautiful , A Oe frase Bone. Sometimes that 
itself is the wish, eres Peat E26 just to be beautiful, 
but even ifthey -{ as poe eg — “Oy want to be a doctor or 
a lawyer or the : Par} 3, ai) president, they also 
want beauty. =e ¥‘“May I help you 
miss?” —— 


She pointed to a tiara in her auburn hair. “It’s not ‘miss’. I am Princess 
Melissa.” Why was a princess looking for a guy who loads trucks? 


©¥ Princess Wanda had mentioned a Princess Melissa. Too coincidental she» 
- vi ; / had to know who I was. 


_ “Um, excuse me Your Highness. What can a humble dock worker do 
a » for you?” f 


She smiled prettily. “When do you find the time for sleep, Mr. Bolo?* % 
Swinging amongst the towers and righting wrongs all night, loading 
» trucks all day. You must get quite worn out.” 


_ My eyes bugged out and I held a shushing finger to my lips. “Hey! 
» Keep it down! I get it. I’m not going to waste time asking how you knowes 
==. who I am and I’ll cut straight to why are you here?” 


“T live in Flatbush and I heard you were Sonatas an investigation = aie 
© there. I’m here to offer what help I can give.” ; 
Ga q 


, oi “As I recall, you are the princess of White Plains.” 


“a “T abdicated and decided to take up a different life.” I had never heard, * 
eee of someone who was Cohort simply dropping their vocation. The thing 
“= we all seem to have in common is that our destiny was writ in stone at & 
= ~ the age of seven. 


“That’s unusual to say the least.” 


a 
a NE 
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“T’m a bit of a special case.” 


“We are all special cases. We are the very definition of special cases!” sa 


“T know, but I’m just a little bit more so. I’m not just a princess. I’m 
a fairy princess and I decided to concentrate on my fairyness.” 


I had heard of fairy princesses. They were considerably less common 
than ordinary princesses. Even most seven-year-olds kind of know that 
you can’t grow up to be a fairy or anything like that so there are few 


supernatural type beings amongst the Cohort. “You came to Flatbush to be 
a fairy?” 


“T inherited my grand parent’s house there. Look, I can help you find 
the source of the improbabilities. Come to my place tonight.” She handed 
me her card and then burst into a shower of golden sparkles that dazzled 
my eyes and wasn’t there anymore. Bright lights floated before my eyes 
before my vision cleared enough to go back to work. 
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When I came back my manager had a knowing smile. “That was some 
babe! Nice rack too.” 


“Hey! That’s my sister!” I lied. 


“Sorry man, no offense!” 


Back in Flatbush 


The address on the card lead me to Marlborough road. It wasn’t at 
all like Princess Wanda’s place. It was a very ordinary looking house. I 
rang the bell and she opened the door. “Good evening, Mister Bolo.” 
She said in a husky voice. What she was wearing was awfully revealing! 
A diaphanous glittery robe under which she was obviously naked. She 
turned to lead me inside and I saw the large pair of butterfly like wings 
growing from her shoulders. 


“Hey! You’re the girl in Edelman’s painting!” There was a bright 
flash and a sharp crack! My muscles went rigid and then... 


She must have used up a whole roll of duct tape to hold me to the 
chair. I was groggy as hell. I had no idea what had hit me until I looked 
up. Standing in the corner of the room was Taser Lad. He grinned 
smugly. “Damn, kid. You could have killed me!” I mumbled. 


“Damn kid, you could have killed me!” 


“He’s not the one you want to talk to. Iam.” I looked to the voice 
to see Princess Melissa. She was now completely nude. Her hair was 
wild and she had a strange liquid fire in her eyes. She held a thin gold 
shaft with a pulsating star-like point of light at one end, a magic wand. 


“You’re naked!” 
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= chair, but a force kept 


Se 


“Can’t fool you!” She laughed. “ “Bare skin lets the magic flow! Don’t = 


you like what you see?” She fluttered her wings and rose from the floor. 


She was startlingly beautiful, but quite full figured, broad hips and 
large breasts not sylph-like at all, definitely a plus s size. More of an “Earth = 
Mother” than most people —— associate Vag a fairy. 


It hit me like a ton of 
little taught “T should have 
princess’ my foot! gam 
godmother!” 


\} A bricks! I gave a 
) guessed!. ‘fairy 
You’re a fairy 


///) There is more to 
_ Bolo.” She hovered 
<<“) murmured “Too bad 
\ get to know you 

\ of forest and sex 

\ ) moved back and 
))) with the wand. My 


“Very good! 
you than just brawn \ 
close to me and 
I won’t be able to 
better.” She smelled 
and....magic. She 
made a quick motion 
bonds burst into dust. 
Taser Lad. “The boy 
to tie you up, but I 
such primitive means 


J thought it was fun 
Ff y really don’t need 

Yes hold you.” 

| 

I wanted to rise from the 

’ me seated. “What exactly do 


It was true enough. 
you have in mind?” 


\ your investigation to continue 
\ people by making their 


“T just cannot allow 
if | am to go on serving 


1”? 


dreams come true! 


“You’re throwing 


- —— ——— 
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She nodded toward — 
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Reality is stressed enough by the existence of the Cohort without adding 
to the madness. You granting wishes could possibly undo all of creation!” 


“T can’t stop doing what I do anymore than you can. That’s what it 
means to be Cohort, right? Anyhow, the transformation is already 
underway.” 


“Transformation?” I now found I could get up from the chair, then I 
saw my hands and held them up to my face. My fingers were 
lengthening and a 
web of shiny, wet My fingers were lengthening and a web of shiny, 
skin was starting wet skin was starting to crawl up between them. 
to crawl up 
between them. 


“Yes. ’'m 
afraid that I have 
to turn you into a 
frog. I’m far too 
kind to simply kill 
you.” 

“Oh thank you 
so much!” | said 
sarcastically. 
“Come on! Stop 
this!” My mouth 
felt funny. It was 
spreading wide 
and froggy. 
Suddenly my legs 
would no longer 
support me 
upright and I 


dropped into a crouch. My costume was becoming baggy as my body 
started to reduce in size. 


“You'll have a good life! I’ll make you a terrarium and give you 
plenty of files!” My mind was starting to erode toward the amphibian. 
Flies were actually sounding pretty ok! 


Then something even stranger took place... 
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Then sometinie even inet took place: - 


An opening in space itself, maybe time too, was there. Other types 
of dimensions entirely were involved and He was there in the room 
now. Tall, stern. Like a man, but no one would call him human. He was 
obviously a great deal more. I knew with absolute certainty that he was 
not merely a person with super powers, but a god. I saw him more with 
my mind than with my eyes. Golden armor, winged sandals and a 
winged helmet. The wings were living, not dead ornaments. I tried to 
say the word “Mercury”, but what came out was a thrumming croak. 


He glared at me like a school teacher who had caught me chewing 


gum and suddenly I was completely human again. “It’s Hermes if you 
don’t mind!” 


“What the...?” 


The god turned his attention to Princess Melissa and said, “I’m very 
sorry, but no.” and snapped his fingers. Her wings vanished and the 
glowing point on her wand went out. Her feet landed solidly on the floor. 


Taser Lad seemed to have flipped a breaker. There were no sparks. 
“Home, lad.” He said, and the boy was gone. I was just this side of 
going completely mad. Even in this crazy world, things like this just 
don’t happen! “Deus ex machina!” I laughed. 


Hermes turned to me. “This is no jest, human. The world is a 
machine and it takes very little to make its wheels turn awry. ‘Tis bad 
enough that the gods were compelled to allow your cohort exclusion 
from the rules, but it can only be allowed so far and no farther. From 
this moment forth none of you will have the power to change the 
workings of the world.” 


He was gone. 
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I sat there on the floor stunned. The former fairy godmother 


just stared ahead blankly. “That was a god?!? That was a GOD!” 


A “Yes. I think I’ll be revising my religious views.” I was a little 
~ blank myself. 


- Melissa reached over her shoulders feeling for her absent wings. 
Her large breasts were just a little less gravity defying. 


“Maybe you should put some clothes on, Princess Melissa.” 


She snapped out of it and looked down at herself. “I think I’m just 
1 plain Melissa now.” She said in a wavering voice a trifle too high. She aes 
g blushed and dashed out of the room. » 
Things didn’t change that much. Everybody still had their vocations. 4 
Almost everybody. Melissa seems to have become a very ordinary “ag 
woman, granted an extremely lovely one. She apologized profusely for , 
trying to turn me into a frog and settled into a normal life in Flatbush. All - 
the people she had made extraordinary, and it turned out there had been — 
hundreds, were no longer extraordinary. The Duke’s car, crown and robot 
_ vanished. They just accounted for too much of the gold supply. Edelman % 
was still rich, but his luck had run out. He was such a poor manager he ~ 
( wouldn’t be a billionaire for long. He had already sold off the incomplete 
tower. Some of the Cohort vanished completely. Maybe they violated 
~ probability too much. We’ll never know. 
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y One thing we did know was that there was a crisis ahead in ; 
ys» government. In about seven years we were going to turn thirty-five. I 
men’ «6don’t know exactly how many of us wanted to grow up to be president, 4&7 
» but I'll bet it’s a lot 
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